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OF P.T.... OH/ OH/ i^ ALMOST LET IT 5LII> THESES 



& 






A W^ STORY ABOUT ME & 
& A 








M *^ GOING 2 
TELL U ~W<§ IS IN THE ffj . T+Q IS W>&> 
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^♦S «T/S^*S, 13? DIDN'T 
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'hi.' hey/ hello, there/ Itf 

THIS STORY I'M PKETENPING 
TO BE THE MAN WHO MAPE 
SHOW BUSINESS SHOW 

BUSINESS.' 1 CAUSEP 

MORE EXCITEMENT 
THROUGHOUT AMERICA 
THAN ANY CIRCUS MAN 
BEFORE OK SINCE... 

SEE THOSE TWO 
GIANTS ARGUING ABOUT 
WHO'S BIGGER? I SAY 
8EING- TALL DOESN'T MAKE 
A MAN BIG. IT'S THINKING 
S\G THAT MAKES YOU BIG. 
I THINK BIG, PLENTY BIG — 

AS >OU WILL 

SEE/ WHO 

AN\ I ? 



PATSY NALEWAY 
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DON'T MAKE /WE IAUSH, 
/MR. BEAN. IF YOU 
TOO< OFF THAT HISH 
HAT ANP ELEVATEP 
SHOES YOU'D BE 
HALF MY SIZE ' 




ves, me/ou? p.t. himself/ 

EVEKyTHlNS I DO IS 
0/6/ I ^T ON £«J- 
SHOWS, PRINT BI& 
POSTERS, DRAW £/<r 
CROWDS, EARN 0/6 
MONEY/ 
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I'M AAlSHTy PROUD OF 
yOU, "TOM. AND NOW 
I HAVE A REWARD 

for- you.' , 

STEP INSIDE/ 





FOR THE NEXT FIFTy yEARS CROWDS 
JAMMED My SHOWS TO SEE "THE SWEDISH 
NIGHTINGALE "AND "<SEOR.SE WASHINGTON'S 
ZOO yEAR OLD NURSE" AND "JUM80*... 
GOU.-EE, sy now you MUST 
KNOW — I'M P. T. SARNUM f 
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of any On-A-St<ck confection bag 
Jhor soys "POPS1CLE PETE" ond 
"SAVE THESE BAGS FOR GIFTS" 



• Supersonic Jet Signal Whistle 

• Luminous Map of the Solar System 

• Crystal Clear Magnifying Glass 

• Secret Film Storage Chamber 

• Detachable Key Chain 

• Adjustable Ring Fits Any Finger 



ADDITIONAL 4 NEGATIVES AND 24 PRINTING 

PAPERS -10c AND 1 BAG 




POPSICLE, Box 1 23, New York 46, N. Y. 

Send me ' Rocket Rings (including 4 negotivtt, 12 

printing papers ond free Giont Gill List). 

Send me ifii of 4 extra negatives ond 24 pope's. 

I om enclosing S ond _^____ bags." 

"(25C ond 1 bog for each ring; 10c and 1 bag for 
each set of extra papers). 
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OH, YOU SAW A BOX ? 
I SEE... I MEAH I 
DON'T SEE ...I MEAN, 
YOUR. GLASSES, BIG 
JON, ARE THEY OKAY? 





SEJITDIfcO 
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Big Jon tucked the blankets on 
Sparkie's bed a little tighter. Then, he re- 
moved Sparkie's beanie and mussed his 
hair in a friendly way, saying, 

"Good night, Sparkie!" 

Sparkie crawled snugly between the 
clean white sheets. 

"Good night. Big Jon!" he mumbled. 

A tired smile played across Sparkie's 
face. He closed his eyes and curled him- 
self into a little bundle. Big Jon turned 
out the lamp near the bed and tiptoed 
out of the room. Gently, he closed the 
door part way, and then quietly walked 
down the stairs. No sooner had he 
reached the bottom of the stairs when 
he jumped at the sound of Sparkie's 
frantic outcry. 

."Big Jon!" 

Leaping three stairs ' at a time, he 
reached Sparkie's room in three seconds 
flat, his heart beating like a sledge ham- 
mer, anxious to discover Sparkie's 
danger. 

"Wh-what happened, Sparkie? Are 
you— are you all right?" he.gasped. "You 
bet. Big Jon," Sparkie answered. "Just 
fine. But one never knows. Anything can 
happen, so I thought maybe you'd bring 
me my Double -Diamond- Bar -X- Solid - 
Silver-Hoppity-Snappity -Revolver. Will 
you, huh, Big Jon?" 



"Okay, Sparkie," Big Jon sighed. "I'll 
get it. But don't ever scare me like that 
again!" 

"Okay!" Sparkie nodded. 

Big Jon brought Sparkie the Double- 
Diamond gun and stuck it under the pil- 
low at Sparkie's request. Big Jon patted 
the pillow and then warned Sparkie. - 

"It's mighty bumpy. It'll be like sleep- 
ing on a rock. I'd better put it elsewhere." 

"No, no . . . please, Big Jon," Sparkie 
pleaded. "It's okay . . . really. It's only a 
soft bump. Please leave my Double- 
Diamond gun here. I'll go right to sleep." 

Big Jon gave Sparkie his wish. Then, 
once again, he went downstairs and re- 
laxed in his big easy chair. 

Big Jon began to nod, his eyes 
drooped, and he felt himself falling off 
to sleep. From above there drifted the 
sound of someone talking. For a moment 
he thought he might be dreaming, but 
soon he recognized Sparkie's voice. This 
time he returned up the stairs convinced 
that the little fellow from the Land of 
Make Believe was not doing very well in 
the Land of People-Persons. 

"Sparkie," Big Jon asked as he en- 
tered, "what are you doing? Who were 
you talking to?" 

"Hi, Big Jon!" Sparkie greeted. "I 
wasn't exactly talking. I was rehearsing 
a dream." 

"Wha-a-t?" bellowed Big Jon. "Who 
ever heard of rehearsing dreams? 
Dreams always pop up by themselves." 
"Not my dreams," explained Sparkie. 
"I like interesting and exciting dreams . . . 
so ... I practice." 

"I'll tell you one last thing," Big Jon 
said. "When I count ten you'll either be 
fast asleep, or we'll forget about this 
coming Sunday's weenie roast. 



"One . . . two . . ." 

By now, Sparkie's eyes were closed, 
his head buried deeply in the snow white 
pillow. 

"Three ... four ... five ..." Big Jon 
continued, watching Sparkie's eyes 
through the half-darkness of the room. 
He failed to notice that the window be- 
hind him was slowly opening. He con- 
tinued to count . . . 

"Six . . . seven . . . eight . . . nine . . ." 

Big Jon felt a gust of wind from the 
open window. Turning quickly, he saw 
Rabbit-Ears McKeester climbing into the 
room, dressed in polka-dotted pajamas, 
a cowboy hat, and a cartridge belt. In 
his hand he held, pointed at Big Jon, a 
Triple - Triangle - Genuine - Plastic - Wild- 
Western -Six- Shooter. 

"Rabbit-Ears McKeester!" shouted Big 
Jon. "What are you doing here at this 
time of night?" 

"Getting up a posse to round up the 
cattle rustlers," Rabbit-Ears answered. 
"Can Sparkie come out?" 

"No!" yelled Big Jon. "He's asleep!" 

Rabbit-Ears glanced quickly at Spar- 
kie, whose head was now buried be- 
neath the sheets. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! 

Rabbit-Ears stuck his smoking Six- 
Shooter back into his holster, saying, 

"That ought to wake him!" 

But no sound came from Sparkie's bed. 

Big Jon grabbed Rabbit-Ears by the 
back of his pajamas and started to march 
him toward the open window. 



Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! 

From outside a sound of thunder 
broke. Rabbit-Ears slipped out of Big 
Jon's grasp and ran towards Sparkie, 
pulling off the covers and shaking him. 

"Sparkie!" he shouted. "Get up! The 
cattle rustlers are attacking!" 

Big Jon grabbed Rabbit-Ears firmly 
and spun him around. Facing the open 
window he beheld a sight he could never 
forget. 

Pouring through the open window 
were the cattle rustlers— namely: Renfro 
Hencrow, Maxie Finster, Schmoeger D. 
Fogarty, Charlie Clammerding, Ciril Raf-' 
faport and the Wunderlich Twins. Their 
cap pistols were smoking from continuous 
shooting. The noise was ear-shattering. 
Were it not for the fact that they ajl wore 
pajamas under their cowboy duds, they 
would have appeared like any real 
honest-to-goodness Western badmen. 

As it was, Big Jon finally made them 
climb out the window and hurry back to 
their homes to avoid his phoning for the 
sheriff's men— namely, their fathers. 

Angrily, Big Jon turned to say a thing 
or two to Sparkie. But the little fellow was 
fast asleep. Big Jon watched Sparkie's 
slow breathing and smiled. Quietly, he 
tiptoed to the door, thinking pleasantly 
to himself. 

"Sparkie . . . ifll be a wonderful 
weenie roast this Sunday. Just you and 
me . . ," 

THE END 





AW, SOLLY, twinkle/ 

IF YOU MUST KNOW— I 
HAVE ANOTHER SOUVENIR 
FOR MY COLLECTION.' 




ffOME A&AIN SPARKIE AND TWINKLE WERE ASSUZEP 
ONCE MORE THAT ALL WAS WELL. IN THE LAND-OF- ._ 

f,\A<E-8ELiEVE.'± 
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Golleeee, boy you sure sent us a lot of funny jokes -Big Jon and I are still 
laughing! We love your jokes, so puh-tease keep 'em coming! We'll print every 
joke we can find room for, and we'll put your name and address right with your 
joke, so that you can show your friends! So hurry, and send us lots of jokes for 
the next issue of SPARKIE! 

NAMES OF SPARKIE'S FRIENDS 

> John OroM, New York, N. Y. • Karen Sue Moron. Lockport, N. Y. • Richard Brand. 
Wisner. Neb. • John McReynolds, Modeslo. Calif. • Nancy Mettler. Hollywood. Calif. « Howard Bassen, 
Rochester, N. Y. • Shirley Loberg, Manhattan. Kan. • Hugh Swift. Wilkes-Barre, Pa. • Clifford Warnken. 
Winona. Minn. • Susan Palo, Seattle. Wash. • Printess & Betty Charles. Jackson. Miss. • Aaron & Ann 
Hamilton. Blackfoot, Idaho • Judith Brandt. Worcester, Mass. • Richard W. Johnson, Jr.. S. Hamilton, Mass. 

• Betty May Mouchette, Port Arthur, Texas • Dennis All, McPherson, Kan. • Gabriel Jacoby, Troy. N. Y. 

• Beverly Lambert, Saginaw, Mich. • Tommy Twarner, Vancouver, Wash. • Norbert Kicltyka. Chicago, III. 
• Henry Schneider, Lake Charles. La. • Dorothy Miller,. Monroeville, Tnd. • Paul C. Jordon, 
S. Burlington. Vl. • Dartene Nygard, Duluth, Minn. • Cryslale Martin, Millon. Pa. . Judy 
Baring-Gould, Stamford. Coon. • Curtis Eriksmoen, Leeds, N. D. • Caroline Louise Challo, 
Rockland, Me. • Ronald Coles, Nasftville, Tenn. • Rita Rousseau, Weewatin, Ont.. Canada 

• Carmen June, Columbia, S. C. • David Lee Ingram. Charleston. W. Va. 

• Mary O'Connor. Champaign, III. • Carol Ann Balsiger. Chester, S. D. 
Lawrance Cory, East Detroit. Mich. • Trudy Norton. Miami. Fla. • 

Penny Sue Knick. Froid. Mont. • Don McPherson, 
Ridgefield, Conn. • Paula Scotl. Mcdford, Ore. • 
Brooke Beisser. Waterloo, Iowa • Bonnie Lou Golightly, 
San Angelo, Texas • Paula Kreisman. Bronx, N. Y. • 
Marilyn Fuihee. Denver, Colo. • Raymond Hendreickson. 
Richfield, Utah • Barbara Taylor. Brooklyn. N. Y. 
• Wayne Weldon, Mobile, Ala. • Joyce Gloeckner, 
Racine, Ohio • Jimmy Carpenter, Paris. Ark. • Richard 
No;grove. Rawlins, Wyo. • Mark Saxby, Peterboro, 
Ont., Canada 




-MEANWHILE, SPA8KIE, TOO, FINOS A f?ELlC 
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BOYSanp&RIS/ 

A1ATCH THE RIGHT ANSWER. 

TO THE SIX SPARKIE 
QUESTIONS. THE>"R£ THE 
RIPPLES OUR FANS SENT US. 
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FIRST A WORP ABOUT 
OUR SPONSOR. 

how woulo you 

LIKE A COOL 
PRINK OP FIZ 
SELTZER. z 
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NOW SHOWING \: 



O o o ooooo 



•^ o O u oyo 



luvlc're sure ijou say 

\ou \ove cacW day 
\&it you «aij p^aiA 

in averij way 
l^edayyousa^ 



IT'S TH£ 

purple, 

RIPER / 
LET'S 
DRAW 
him: 
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Dn square A in the left frame copy drawing- 

OF 8OX A ON THE RIC-KT PANEL. TH6N , B, C. ETC. 
UNTIL YOU HAVE A COMPLETE DRAWING OF THE COWBOy. 




PATS u/§- EWAY ^*.. 



4J&&***ffli SHOP 

BUY WOW 1 ^/W^^wr PRICES ! 




tn'OTvr — ir» 

DIIFCflNT , 

'nou-io rustic 

f.TM 
' nsH SWIM 
THBOUCH MAOIC 
lOOl* 

OECOBATES END 
TABUS. BOOK- 
CASK, ETC. 



Wkci fc»»pirt» -b'-t in tfrc loop? Anala obiJ myilrfy 
yovr 'nvfldi -Hh tS.ii Mtuo-Sono) •>■•* ".nyilary'' fish-bowl . 
— m i '"Mi d*a» dimibW p!oHie with a K>tfUifit l.b* 
loop »13 it -Wi opafeuMial/ h gollan at wrletr 01 p»f 
«vr Moaf MHwlitui, rkan \r.m\ two « lht»* of your p*I 
aeWlWu Toull -01S then tor hour, and he4Vt 01 ih-y 

tlili and •"•;!: thfovati tW toco. TK» perfect ;;;■;-:—:.-• 

to any .»#«. CxErtjtet etidfaMai, booleoiei, ale. Ma tat 
a •onsVfiil ai*f. SEND NO MONEY. (CO.D.yon pay poil. 
o;«. gTir^t -;«-. c'O*'. — pot potfoga f 



Amazing • Excitihg . /rs Ttuvui-! 

SUPER DELUXE 
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SENSATIONAL DRINK 
AND WET DOa «i wart- 
able rubbar WONDERSKIN - 
with Gfe-I ike half end rati* 
istic hair-wave kr* campieta 
with . . . plastic curiars, . . . 
rubber waving band*, . . . 
waving end papers, p!ajtic 
comb and . . . borfle-of doS 
hair lotion. ADORABLE 
SANDY, 1 1 indie, ftl. hai 
iparkling blue eye. that open 
and close — she drifts* from 
her bottle with rubber nipple 
(inchid»dl and then wets her 
diaper. You can bath* har 
— move her cuddly arms, 
legs and head — make har 
stand, wall and sleep. 




